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Waswater over the Stye Head and up from
Rosthwaite.

That evening they had a strange conversation
that Judith was never to forget. Oddly now
Reuben dominated them both. He had never
dominated Judith before, he had always been sub-
servient to her, but now, although he was as loving
to her as ever, being with her as though they had
never been separated, he had a new power that set
him apart. Soon she knew where his power lay.
He was no longer afraid of anybody or anything.
She saw that Georges submitted to him like a child
to an elder. They sat, the three of them, close
together by the wood fire that blazed with a sharp
exulting power in the hearth. Judith sat at
Georges' feet, her head against his thigh. She
caught his hand in hers and felt its pulse leap
wildly against her palm.

She was always saying to him now with every
movement, * Don't be afraid, I'm here/

Reuben had not very much to tell them about
himself. He went about, just as before, preaching
everywhere, anywhere.

' What do you preach? * Georges asked sud-
denly.

* Jesus Christ,' Reuben said*

* I do not wish to be offensive,' Georges went
on slowly.    * May I say what is in my mind with
honesty?'

Reuben smiled.    ' Yes.    If you will/

* Well, then, Christ is a figure to me who died
long since.    A Jewish rebel.    The times needed
a new religion.    This was offered them and they